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The Thirteenth Commandment
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I don't want to
But I want your life”

Beslly, this is out-

"Ne, It Ian't! Hush and listen,
ihoney—Miss EKlp—Dephne—whatever
Foull ket me call you I told you I
was stark, starving, crazy mad about
Fou. When I think of you looking for

)
i
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Bhe Was More Afraid of Him Now
Than Ever.

“argric, Hwing In that awful spare room
of those awful Chivvises—when I
think f you going from place to plnce
mt the merey of such men as you're
sure (0 meet—when I think of you
waiting for poor Wimbarn to get out
of the poorhouse, I want to grub you
dn my srms and run away with you.
dt breuks my heart to see you in dis-
treswe ond anxiety; for I want you to
thave everything beauntiful and cheer-

“fut in the world And I can get it all

Hor youn. Let me!
and

Let me love you
try to make you happy, won't

Lo’

e Eail crowded mearer aud he held

Laer fast aguinst the door of the car.

iiis wight band elung to hers; his

"deft slid down to her waist. He drew

Ber toward him, staring up beseech-
JSngiv. Jie laid his cheek against her
Beft wide ke a child, the big man
Ppleading to the little woman for
WErTY.

; She felt sorry Tor him and for her-
She regreited that cruelty was

mo right to be kind, and charity would
Be a sin. She wrung her hands free
g with slow persuasion and
ahook Ber bend pityingly.

ke accepted the decision with a nod,
@n! hwfore she could escape from his
arnn she felt that he pressed -his lips
aponinst her just above her heart. It
wus as If bhe had softly driven a nail
Ante . Teurs flamed to her eyelids
mmd fell on his hands as he carried
2heer 9 his bent brow, He crossed
theiw -an the wheel and bid Lis face In
el m, Eroaning.

*Imphne{ Daphne!™

&he vas ‘more afraid of him now
All the splendors he could

fer of his longing.

. "Wkhile she waited in = bhattie of Im-
/pulses, he regained pelf-confrol with
saeif-contempt, iIn a general clench of
roesslgtion. “I apologize,” he mumbled.
“T'm a fool to think that you conll
Bore me™

CHAPTER XX.

Duane did not speak 1 mille: and

+ miles of black road had run backward
Beneath thelr wheelsa Then he
grumblied, “What a fool I was to

<dresm of such a thing!”

Mare miles went onder Defore her
«uriosity led her ¢o say, faintly,

so I'll tell you, I
4

| Yonkers we came through a few miles

By RUPERT HUGHES

does him, amnd sacrifices a blamed
sight more. He gives up his freedom,
and If she gives up hers she's only
giving up something she doesa't know
how to use anyway.”

Daphne had rarely found a man
who would talk to her with Duane's
frankness, and If there is anything
that interests a womah more than sn-
other It 18 to hear womankind an-
alyzed, even satirized. She was eager
for more vinegar,

“You won't be shocked and angry?
he asked,

“I don't think so.

“You don't know how pleasant It Is
to talk life and love to & woman who
doesn't rear up and feel insulted at
everything. At first you gave me a
couple of how-dare-you's, but they
don't count. And if you do hiate me
a little more, why, so much the better,
When I thought you had broken with
Wimburn I said to myself, ‘She's the
one girl in the world for me. I'm go-
ing to ask her to marry me' Buat I
was afrald to, for I was afraid of mar-
ringe. And then—I— Waell, I'd better
not— Yes, I will. I sald, ‘She be-
lieves that men and women are equal
and have equal rights, and she's go-
ing to get out and hustle for herself,
like a little man. Maybe she could
learn to love me well enough to go
into & partnership of hearts’ That's
what I said to myself. You mustn't
think {it's because I don't want to
cleave to one woman; it's because I
do. But I hate handeuffs. Do you
see? And now you know what I was
dreaming of. What do you think of
ity

The answer to his long oration was
complete sllence, Dunne waited for
his answer, and, not getting it, laughed
harshly: “Well, that's that. The next
number on our program will be a bal-
Ind entitled ‘I Never Dream but I
Bump My Head! Go on! Marry Clay
Wimburn on nothing a year and live
wiserably ever after.,”

She said nothing to this, elther.
Dusne was in a wretched state of baf-
flement. He put the car to Its pacos.
and it ripped through space at {ifty
miles an hour. Daphne had a new
terror added to the load of her
nerves,

The car went bounding up a steep
incline toward the swerve of n head-
land cut in rigid sithonette by the far-
reaching searchlight of a ecar ap-
pronching from the other direction.
Dunne kept well to the outside of the
road, but just as he met the other
motor and winced in the dazzle of its
Iamps, a third car trying to pass it on
the curve hurtled into the narrow
space with a blaze like lightning sear-
ing the eyes. There was a yelling and
hooting of horns and a sense of dis-
aster.

Daphne bent her head and prayed
for life, but without faith. Duane,
half-blinded, swung his front wheels
off the road and grazed a wall, The
rear wheels were not quick enongh.
The other ear smote them, crumpling
the mudguard and slicing off the rear
lamp.

Daphne was thrown this way and
that, and it seemed that her spine
must have snapped in a dozen places,
When she opened her eyes again the
car was standing still. Duane turned
to her with terrified questions, and
his hands visited her face and her
arms and shonlders, He held her
hands fast and peered into her eyes
while she promised him that she wus
not dead,

The car that had bested his did not
return, but the other did, offering help
from o safe distunce till its identity
wus established, In the lght of its
lamp Duane got down and examined
his own car. Besides the damages In
the rear, it had sustained a complete
fracture of the front axle, a twisted
fender, and o0 shattered headlight.
The driver of the other car came
up and joined the coroner’s inquest
He stared at Duane, and eried in the
tone of an English aristocrat, “Gobe
bless my soul, gin't you Tom Dunne?'

Dunne, blinking in the light, peercd
at him and said: “Yop! 1T can't see
you, but the volce would be Weth-
erell’s.”

“Right-o; it's me. Oh, pardon me,
you're not alone. Nobody hurt, I hope
and pray.”

“No, but we're pretty far from home
and country.”

“l see! Hum-m! Pity I couldn't get
the number of the swine that hit you.
I rather faney I'll have to give you a
lift—what? I was out on & tangaroo
hunt, but that will wait—if you don't
mind trusting yourself to bad c¢om-
pany."

Dugne lowered his voleé anxiously,
“Is It very bad?” {

Wetherell put the mute on his volce,
“As good as yours, I'll wager. But
let's not go Into family history. Come
along and we'll take you to the next
nentral port. That would be—"

“Yonkers."

“Oh, yes, I fancy those were the

hnek, Well, eome nlong.”

Dunne was embarrassed, but he
conld do nothing except take Weth-
erell to Big enr and Introduce him to
Daphne.  “Mlss Kip,” he sald, “I've
got to present Mr, Wetherell, He

Yonkers,
there,”
Wetherell came close and sald:
“Did he say Mrs. Kip? I can't see
you, but I hope you are the fasecinat-
ing Mrs. Klp I met at Newport. Have
you forgotten me so soon?

“l am Miss Kip," said Daphne.
“Oh, 8o sorry! 1 don't mean that,
either, But my Mrs. Kip was a slren
—Lella was her first name. I ealled
her De-lella, you see, And she called
me Samson, She was a—"

“S8he Is my brother's wife said
Daphne,

“Oh, you don't tell me!" Wetherell
gulped, and his abrupt silence was full
of startling implications that alarmed
Daphne, angered Duane, and threw
Wetherell Into confusion.

Duane helped Daphne to alight ffom
the derelict and transferred her to
the other car, where Wetherell intro-
duced them to a mass of shadow
whose name, *Mrs. Bettany,” meant
nothing to Daphne and everything to
Duane,

Duane arranged to have a wrecking
crew sent out to his roadster, and
chartered a touring car and a chauf-
feur for the trip into New York.

He sat back with Daphne and mur-
mured prayers for forgiveness be-
cause of the dangers he had carried
her into end for the things he had
siufd. Daphne’s nerves had been
overworked, She had been rushed
from adventure to adventure of soul
and body. BShe had been Invited to
enter a career of gorgeous sin, and
she had heen swept along the edge of
o fearful disaster,

Mrs., Chivvis met Daphne at fthe
door. Her recent affection had turned
again to scorn, and she glowered at
Daphne, who ecrept to her room in
hopeless acceptance of the role of ad-
venturess,

Tired as she was she could not
sleep. The clangor of the morning
enlled her to the window, A gray day
broke on a weary town. The prob-
lem of debt and food and new clothes
dawned ngain. Everything was gray
before her,

Wisdom whispered her to take
Duane at his word and try the great
adventure. How could it bring her
to worse confusion than she found
nbout her now? And then the morn-
ing mail arrived and brought her a
large envelope addressed In a strange
hand. She opened it and took from it
u sheaf of photographs,

Her father's image a dozen times
repeated lay before her, The un-
touched proofs omitted never a line,
never a wrinkle, One of the pictures
looked straight at her. She recalled
that once she had stood back of the
photographer and her father had
cpught her eye and smiled just as the
bulb was pressed.

She made him smile like that. What
would his expression be when he
learned that she had “listened to rea-
son," ceased to be his daughter, and
become Tom Duane’s—

She shuddered back from the word
and the thought, She forgot both in
the joy of reunlon with her father,
All the philosophies and wisdoms and
luxuries were answered by the logie
of that smile,

She lifted his pletured lips to hers
with fillal eagerness and her tears
pattered ruinously on the proof. She

We'll get another car

Tired as She Was, She Could Not
Sleep,

was satisfled to be what the Jeweler
in Olevelnnd had called her to Clay
Wimburn—"old Wes Kip's girl"”
Suddenly she remembered Weth-
erell and his massages to Lella. She
felt so renewedly virtuous herself that
It seemed her duty to go down und re-
bnke Lella for her apparent philan-
dering at Newport. Bhe was alzo ey-
rlous to see how gullty Lella would
recelve the news that Wetherell had
nsked for her.
But she fonnd Bayard at home for
Iuncheon and she wns neither mad nor

wants us to ride with him as for as

him. And this was rather for his sake
than Lella's,

Lella was just Informing Bayard
that the butcher hihd delivered the
morning’s order no farther than the
freight elevator, and instructed his
boy to send the meat up only after
the money came down.

Bayard had no money and the cha-
grin of his situation was bitter, He
snarled at Lefla: “Tell the cub to take
the meat back and eat it himself,
Then I'll go over and butcher the
butcher.”

Leila dismissed the boy with a
falnt-hearted show of Indignation.
Then she came back and sald, “And
now we have no meat to eat.”
Bayard was reduced to philosophy,
the last resort of the despernte:
“Well, the vegetarians say we ought
never to eat meat, anyway. We're
poor, but, my Lord! we're in grand
company. Uook at this cartoon of
Cesare's in the Sun—Father Knicker-
bocker turning his pockets inside out
and not a penny in them. New York
city has to borrow money on short-
time notes at high interest to pay its
own current bills,

“Look at Europe. All the countries
over there were stumbling along un-
der such debt that they wondered
how they could meet the interest on
the next pay day. And now they are
mortgaging their great-grandsons'
property to pay for shooting their
Lsons.

“It's the old Thirteenth Command-
ment that we've all been smashing
to flinders. ‘And, my God! what a
punishment we're all getting! And
it's only beginning”

They sat down to a pitiful meal—
meutless, maidless, mirthless—hardly
more than the raw turnips and cold
water of Colonel Sellers, Letla
fetched what victual there was.

After the meal Bayard shrogged
into his overcoat and left without
kissing his wife or his sister goodby.

Daphne and Leila went out to the
kitchen, set the dishes in the pan,
and the pan under the faucet. Lella
turned on the hot water, Daphne was
glad to be at work.

“There's one good thing about a
small meal,” she chirped, “it makes
less dishes to wggh.” Then, with as
much trepidation as if she had been
the accused instead of the nccuser she
faltered: “Oh, say, Lella, do yom re
member a man named Wetherell?”

Lelln dropped a plate. She said it

was hot. But other plates had been
hot.
“Wetherell? Wetherell?" she pon-
dered, aloud, with an wunconvincing
uncertainty. “I belleve I do remem-
ber meeting somebody of that name,
English, wasn't he?

“Very."
“Oh, yes. He was at Newport, 1
think. Why?"

“Oh, nothing. I met him last night
and he thought I was you."

“How could he?" Leila gasped. “We
don't look the least alike,”

“It was in the dark.”

“In the dark! Good heavens!
Where?"

Already Lella had galned the weath-
er gauge. Daphne had to confess her
outing with Dnane, the crash of the
collision and the return to Yonkers
in Wetherell’s car. Leila took advan-
tage of the situation to Interpolate:

“Good heavens! How could you?
You of all people! And with Tom
Duane! What would Clay think?"

Daphne knew that she had no right
to reproach Leila for having known
Wetherell in Newport. She had no
right eyen to suspect that Lella had
overstepped any of the bounds of pro-
priety. And stlll she was not con-
vinced of Lella’s innocence, She was
merely silenced.

CHAPTER XXI.

The next day her fears of Wetherell
und of Lella were rekindled, She went
down to ask Bayard to help her trace
Clay. Bayard was out and Leila was
on the point of leaving. She was
dressed In her killingest frock and
hat and generally accoutered for con-
quest.

“Aren't we grand!" Daphne erled,
“You look like a million dollars,
Where are you off, to?"

“Going for a little spin.”

*“Who with?”

Leila hesitated 2 moment, then
answered, with a challenging defi-
ance: “With Mr. Wetherell, Any ob-
Jection?”

Daphne disapproved and felt afraid;
but when Bayard came In unexpect-
edly early nnd asked for Lella Daphne
lled inevitahly and sald she did not
koow where she was,

She tried to be casual about It, but
Bayard caught fire at once. He was
alrendy in a state of tindery Irri-
tability, and Daphne's efforts to re-
assure him as to Lella's Innocence of
any guile only angered him.the more.

He kept leaning out of the window
and staring down into the street. Fi-
nally, espylug Lella in Wetherell's
car when It approached the apurt-
ment house, he dushed to the elevator
and met the two at the curb.

‘When Lella got out she was startled
to see him standlng at ber elbow,
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“Oh, it's you, dear!” she fluttered.
“l want you to meet Mr, Wetherell
Mr. Wetherell, my husband.”
“Ah, really!™ Wetherell exclaimed,
trying to conceal his uneasiness. “This
is a bit of luck! I've heard so much
about you! Your wife does nothing
but sing your praises.”
*Won't you come up?' sald Bayard
ominously,

“Er—thanks—no, not today. I'm a
trifle Inte to an—er—appointment,”

“Then I'll have a word with yom
here,” eald Bayard. “Ran along,
Leila: T'll Join you in a minute.”

He said it pleasantly, but Lella was
terrified. The spectacle of rival bucks
locking horns In her dispute Is not al-

“Had You Heard That Your Country
Was at War?"

together enjoyable to a civilized doe.
Lefln went into the vestibule and
witched through the glass door, ex-
pecting a combat. She could not hear
Bayard saying:

“Mr, Wetherell, I'd thank you to pay
your attentions elsewhere."”

“What's that?" Wetherell gasped at
the abrupt attack,

“Your attentions to Mrs, Kip are
very distasteful to me.”

“My dear fellow, I hope you don't
imagine for one moment that— Wlly.
your wife 1s the finest little girl In
the world!”

“That's for me to say, not you!”

“My word! this is amazing!"

“It Is, indeed. It will be more than
that if you come around agaln. Had
you heard that your country was at
war?" ;

“T had.”

“Well, a blg, strapping fellow ke
you ought to be over there fighting for
his country instead of looking for
trouble here"

Wetherell's panic at the domestic
sitnation was forgotten In the attack
on his patriotism. He drew himself
up with an unconsciously mlilitary au-
tomatism and said, “I fancy I'm dolng
as much service here as I could do
over there

“More, perhaps,” Baynrd sneered
with contemptucous irony. “But that's
your business, not mine, Mrs. Kip is
wy business and I don't Intend to have
her subjected to your—your ntten-

tions, I'm trying to be neutral, but
by— Well, I've warned you. Good
day I"

Bayard joined Leila in the vestibule
and they went up In the elevator to-
gether, She waited tlll they were In
their own apartment before she de-
manded an account of the conversa-
tion,

He told her in a rage and she flew
into another, She divided her wrath
between Bayard and Daphne, 'There
was enough for both. Daphne tried
to escape, but, being cornered, pro-
ceeded to fight back, whereupon Lella
denounced her to Bayard and told of
her ride with Duane.

It was a right good fight and getting
well beyond the bounds of diseretion
when the telephone announced that
Clay Wimbnrn was calling.

Nobody imaginable would have been
welcome In that battlefield, but Clay
seemed pecullarly il timed. Bayard
went to the telephone and ealled
down:

“Tell him we're out.”

“Yes, gir”

Evidently the telephone was taken
from the hallman’s hand, for Clay's
volee roured in Bayard's ear:

“I hear you, you old villain. I know
you're in, and I'm coming up, It's a
matter of life and death, I'm on my
WAY up now."

It seemed decenter thnt Leila and
Daphne shonld disappear, since Bay-
ard had said that they were all ont
The women retrented to Lella’s room
ng a good colgn of audition,

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Have Much the Same Thought.
A luxury is gomething we are apt

There was nothing for her to do but

mean encugh to eonfuse Lells before

and onr nelghbors are npt to think

tu think our nelghbors cannot afford, |

FINE CROPS SURE

Outlook in Western Canada Never
More Favorabie.

Perfect Weather Conditions Enabled
Early Seeding and Wheat Has Long
Been Above Ground In the
Llld{ of Opportunity.

The greatest optimism prevale
thronghout every district In Western
Qanada. From the eastern boundary
of Manitoba to the slo,es of the Rocky
Mountains the farmers have heen busy
for three weeks in seeding operations,
Last fall, even for Western Canads,
was mn exceptional one. Threshing
was completed at an early date and
the amount of fall plowing made ready
for crop from fifteen to twenty-five per
cent more acreage than in any year in
the brief history of the country, There-
fore there was ready for seeding this
spring an acreage away beyond aoy-
thing ever before experienced In that
country.

Oun April 20 Calgary (Alts.) report-
ed that In south country points there
was a notable spirit of optimism
amongst the farmers there, Molsture
and weather conditlons were good,
while land In most places was in the
hest possible condition. Morg tractors
were being put Into operation than In
any previous year. In some parts of the
gouth country, however, there was f
marked shortage of labor, but in the
consideration of the country as a
whole the labor outlook was bright.

Seeding operations were well under
way In every part of Western Canada
by the fifteenth of April. The practice
of the farmers In that country Is to
commence as soon as the frost s out
of the ground ennugh to allow the few
fnch seed bed to be worked up well
Beneath this the ground may still be
frozen, but from this frost the young
and tender wheat roots get thé mols-
ture at first so necessary to Its exist-
ence. The warm days of spring and
the long hours of sunlight that are
ushered in with {t thaw the frost out*
day by day and pay to the growing
plant the moisture as It Is needed.
Nature's way of producing molsture to
the young wheat plant is one of the
chief reasons why Western Canada has
becoma world famous as a wheat-pro-
ducing country. What may be sald
of wheat can as truly be said of
oats and barley, and yes, In fact, corn,
too., Rapld and strong growth Is stim-
olated In this manner. Heavy spring
rains usually occur after seeding is
over and the grain well above ground.

Already a report has been recelved,
dated April 20, that a farmer near Ca-
brl, Saskatchewan, had 180 acres of
wheat showing above the ground.

A pgood, strong and sturdy wheat
plant 18 necessary when It s ex-
pected that there will be produced a
forty-bushel-to-the-ncre crop of wheat
of n quality that will weigh out Its
gixty-five pounds to the mensured
bushel.

These spring wheat conditions rep-
resent but one of the reasons why
Western Canada has been able to
produce, with so Httle effort, world's
record grain crops, wheat and onts
that have carrled off all champlon-
ship awards at Amerlea's Inrgest ex-
positions,

Western Canada has this spring
ghipped ten thousand bushels of Mar-
quis wheat, the wvarlety that holds
most of the world’'s championships, to
Australla, where It 1s to be trled ount.
Beventy-five thousand bushels of the
same vuriety has been sent to France
to be used for seed.

The whent lnnds of Western Cannda
are probably the most undervalued of
any on the continent.

A comparatively small acreage of
Western Canada’s lands has heen sold
ag high as $60 an acre. The greater
portion of the best farming land In
its unimproved state may be purchased
at 825 an acre, The comparisop he-
tween these prices and an annunl rev-
enue derived from grain-growing alone,

ith big vields and present prices, enn
but more firmly Impress one with the
certainty of a rapld Increase within
the next few yvears,—Advertisement.,

Supply Exhausted,

Jennle came home from her play-
mate's, saying she was too mad to
play with Jane apny longer. Befors
night she teased to go back and play
with Jane.

“l thought you were angry with
Jane,” her mother sald.

“Oh, T was," replied the child, “but
there wasn't mad enough In me to lsst
all day.”

ALLEN'S FOOT=EASE DOES IT.
When your shoes pinch or your corns and
bunions ache get Allen's Foot=Ease, the
antiseptic powder to be shaken into shoes
and gprinkled in the foot-bath, It will
take the Ming out of corns and bunlonw

ve &_mm:t relief to Tired, Aching,
n, Tendar feel

and
e r Bold everywhera
ml aocept any rnaluuu.—Advr?

* ldeal Situation.

“Marriage,” sald the female lecturer
on women's rights, “should be n busi-
pess contract, with the hushand and
wife equal members of the firm"

“Yes'm,"” remnrked the meek little
man. “That's just the way It Is at
our honse. I am the senlor partner la
the firm and my wife Is the buyer.”

What s Fever"
1t % simply low Vitality, o leck wt Hoer

ru‘ M?'&'ﬂ"' 1‘15 i niood, Bllr)\'ﬂ

restores Vitallty
Esergy by Purilylng and Enriching the
Tou oa

nd
Plna‘ n soon fesl lte Btrangthoning,
ui(crntlu Eftedt. Prica &0c. .

- Dally Thought.

When tillage beging, other nrts fol.
low. The furmers, (herefore, are (he
fonnders of huwnn clvilization.—D

we canae 8fford themseelves
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